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consulting Peary and Borup on the subject of
depot-laying in the Arctic, and Mawson about
spheres of operations in the South. On December
19 he wrote from London to his father:

As an antidote to the pressure of business, I have quite
deliberately undertaken to sit absolutely still for four
hours on end for 3 or 4 days running. Soord, originally
a pupil of Herkomer, is painting my portrait for O.

The incident is mentioned, partly because the
portrait found a place in the Royal Academy Ex-
hibition of 1910, and partly on account of his
strangely prophetic words in a letter to the artist:

I, too, learned a lot in our conversations. You have
done more good than to paint a picture which will be a
great comfort to my c grass widow.' . . . My character
is weathered or ought to be as you have painted it, and
I pray God it may be increasingly to the end. It isn't
enough so yet, but it will be some day, and the more the
better, for * here we have no abiding place and this is
not our rest' are two lines from our book of instructions
which keep me moving on always. If you are hewn
down it will be for some better purpose than you could
fulfil by standing, and I shall envy you. Funny if I
50 all the way to the South Pole to drop into a crevasse.
That will give you something to think about. What
jjood? and why so far to so small a purpose? Still
Eunnier if I am allowed back again, don't you think ?

He spent his last Christmas with his wife in
England, at Westal, when (says his father) he was
the gayest and liveliest of the party.

By the end of January his Staff was nearly com-
plete. Its selection was a grave matter which had
given him much anxiety, and one of his greatest
regrets in regard to it was his necessary rejection,
on the grounS of youth, of Julian Huxley, who
had applied for the post of biologist.